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PUBLISHER'S NOTE 


This colled ion includes twenty-four poems 
of the great ancient Chinese poet Chu Yuan 
(340 — 27S B.C ), which constitute all his extant 
works except Tien Wen (The Riddles), The 
English translation has been made from the 
Chinese text edited by commentator Wang Yi of 
the Han dynasty, while the interpretations are 
based on the modern Chinese translations of 
Kuo Mo-jo, who is an authority on Chu Yuan 
studies and is himself a poet. 

This volume is published in commemoration 
of the two thousand two hundred and thirtieth 
anniversary of Chu Yuans tragic death. 



A SKETCH OF CHU YU AH 

Kuo Mo-jo 


I 

Chu Yuan is a great Chinese poet v/ho lived 
more than two thousand years ago. He was not 
simply a poet, but also a thinker and statesman. 

Chu Yuan was born in 340 B.C. during the 
Warring States period (403 B.C.—221 B.C.). The 
twelve great states of the Spring-and-Autumn 
period (770 B.C.—403 B.C.) had now been 
reduced to seven, which were struggling among 
themselves, trying to achieve the unity of China. 

Of the seven states. Chin in the northwest 
was the most powerful, while Chu in the Yang- 
tse River valley was the largest. The state of 
Chi in the Shantung peninsula, thanks to its 
proximity to the sea, had abundance of fish and 
salt, and was the richest. Han, Chao and Wei, 
having come into being as a result of the parti¬ 
tion of Tsin, were sometimes called “the three 
Tsin states’* and occupied the central part of 
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the Yellow River valley; they were smaller 
states, thickly populated, in the heart of ancient 
China. The state of Yen in the northeast had 
its boundary along the Liaotung peninsula and 
Northern Korea, and was therefore relatively 
remote from the struggle. 

Chu Yuan was a noble of Chu. He was 
born when the once powerful kingdom of Chu 
was declining. His failure to win the support 
of the corrupt king of Chu and the other nobles 
for his honest and progressive proposals made 
his life a tragic one. 

At first he won the confidence of the king 
of Chu, and held the high post of “left minister,** 
having constant access to the king, and helping 
to draft laws and determine foreign policy. In 
view of the danger threatening Chu from Chin, 
Chu Yuan proposed reforms in the government 
and an alliance with Chi to ensure the safety of 
the state. But the king of Chu was surrounded 
by self-seekers such as the councillor Tze Chiao 
(who held the highest position in the Chu 
government), the knight Chin Shang (Chu 
Yuan’s political opponent), and the king*s 
favourite, Queen Cheng Hsiu. Having accepted 
bribes from Chin’s envoy, Chang Yi, they not 
only stopped King Huai from taking Chu Yuan’s 
advice, but brought about the latter’s estrange- 
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ment from the king. As a result King Huai 
was tricked into going to Chin, where he died 
after three years’ captivity. 

King Huai’s successor, King Chin Hsiang, 
was even more incompetent than his father. In 
the twenty-first year of his reign (278 B.C.), 
General Pai Chi of Chin led troops southward 
to storm the capital of Chu. The kingdom of 
Chu never recovered. Fifty-five years later it 
was finally overthrown. 

Most of Chu Yuan’s poems were written 
after his policy was rejected. When the capital 
of Chu was sacked by Pai Chi, he wrote a poem 
of lament. He was then sixty-two. He had 
lived for more than twenty years in retirement 
and now, seeing no future for his country, on the 
fifth day of the fifth month of the lunar calendar 
he drowned himself in the Milo River in Hunan. 


II 

Chu Yuan’s life was a tragedy. As a politi¬ 
cal figure he was a failure, but as a poet he 
achieved great success. The people sympa¬ 
thized with him. Not only the people of Chu, but 
the people of all China for two thousand years 
and more have sympathized with him. Every 
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year on the fifth of the fifth month ol the lunar 
calendar, the day on which he is believed to 
have died, people throughout China have 
dragon-boat races to commemorate him. This 
ceremony may be considered a representation 
of how the people of Chu at that time recovered 
his body. On this day Chinese everywhere eat 
a special variety of dumpling, made of sticky 
rice wrapped in leaves and steamed. And, 
according to tradition, some of these dumplings 
arc thrown into the river to feed the dragons 
and serpents, so that they may not devour Chu 
Yuan's body. This tradition has spread to 
Korea, Japan, Viet-Nam and Malaya. 

Chu Yuan won such great sympathy largely 
because of his own deep love for his mother¬ 
land and the people. Although a noble of Chu, 
he sympathized deeply with the common people. 
Over two thousand years ago he wrote: 

Long did I sigh and wipe away my Tears, 
To sec my People bowed by Griefs and 
Fears. (The lament) And again: 

The People’s Sufferings move my Heart, 
Our Land I cannot leave. (Stray Thoughts) 
The people will grieve for one who has grieved 
for them. Chu Yuan's poetry shows great 
sincerity. And his life proves that he practised 
what he preached. He was banished from court 
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for more than twenty years, during which he 
lived in retirement; yet he never left his mother¬ 
land. So great was his love for his motherland 
and his people that he put up with disgrace and 
finally drowned himself rather than leave the 
kingdom of Chu. It is easy to understand how 
such a man must have won the deep sympathy 
of the people. 

His passionate love for his people is also 
clearly seen in the form of his poetry. There 
are twenty-five poems attributed to Chu Yuan, 
most of which we may consider authentic. Some 
of these poems are odes dedicated to the gods. 
These were written in the prime of his life, 
when all was well with him. They are fresh, 
vigorous, musical and charming, like the soft 
breeze of spring. But the majority of his poems 
were written after his hopes had been dashed. 
These are filled with indignation, pathos, passion 
and grief, like the darkness that precedes a 
storm, or like the storm itself. 

His poetic forms were derived mainly from 
folk poetry, and the vocabulary used was that 
of the common people. He initiated a revolu¬ 
tion in ancient Chinese poetry, and his influence 
has made itself felt on Chinese literature for 
the last two thousand years. The people loved 
his poetry. Though he lived two thousand years 
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ago, and his language differs considerably from 
that of today, when translated into modern 
Chinese or a foreign language it can still move 
us. 


Ill 

Chu Yuan*s poetic imagination is unrivalled 
in Chinese literature. From his Li Sao (The 
Lament]-, the greatest of his poems, we can see 
that he felt all things in nature possess life 
and can be shaped to man’s purpose. Wind, 
rain, thunder and lightning, clouds and moon, 
become his attendants and charioteers. Phoenix 
and dragon draw his chariot. He gallops to the 
sky and reaches heaven’s gate, then climbs up 
the roof of the world and wanders to the utter¬ 
most parts of the earth. But he found no rest 
anywhere, and finally took his own life. 

Although he liked to give free rein to his 
imagination to conjure up heaven and hell or 
various spirits, he did not reverence them. 
Heaven and hell alike appeared to him as places 
where the spirit could not dwell. In his poem 
Requiem he exhorts the soul not to go to heaven 
or hell, nor to the north, south, east or west, for 
nothing good was to be found there. His native 
place was best. In Li Sao (The Lament) he 
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describes how he reached the gate of paradise 
and called the gatekeeper to open up, but the 
gatekeeper simply leaned against the door look¬ 
ing at him—probably unwilling to admit him* 
So finally he sighed and said: “Even in 
Heaven there arc no good people/* 

His most extraordinary poem is a long one 
entitled Tien Wen (The Riddles). ' In this he 
asks questions regarding what existed before the 
universe, the creation of the heavenly bodies 
and the structure of the earth. He also asks 
about myths and legends, and historical events. 
Over one hundred and seventy questions are 
raised, and none of them answered. These 
riddles give us some idea of the myths of ancient 
China, but many of them are unintelligible today 
because so many ancient legends have been lost. 

Most noteworthy, in my opinion, are the 
questions regarding the structure of the heaven¬ 
ly bodies. Who built the sky? Where does it 
end? What supports the sky? Why the 
division into Twelve Zodiac Signs? How arc 
the sun, moon and stars held in place so that 
they do not fall? How many miles does the 
sun travel in one day? What makes the moon 
wax and wane? Where does the sun hide 
before dawn? These are the questions asked, 
and very rational questions they are too. From 
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them we can see his concern with nature, and 
the richness of his imagination. 

Chinese science in Chu Yuan’s time had> 
in fact, reached great heights. In astronomy, 
calendar science and mathematics great 
advances had been made, while logic was well 
developed. A southern philosopher named 
Huang Liao, who lived shortly before Chu Yuan> 
once asked a northern scholar, Huei Shih, who 
was a well-known logician, why the heavenly 
bodies did not fall, and what caused the wind 
and rain, thunder and lightning. And Huei 
Shih gave him answers. This shows that the 
intellectuals of the time were generally interest¬ 
ed in problems concerning the structure of the 
universe. 

Chu Yuan lived in the Golden Age of 
Chinese civilization. His genius and his position 
made it easy for him to assimilate current 
thought, and to develop in many directions. But 
his genius was pre-eminently poetic. Few poets 
indeed in the world can rival him in his sincer¬ 
ity, imaginative power and brilliance, nor in 
the wealth of imagery, lyrical qualities and 
diversity of forms of his poems. 

This poet who so loved his motherland and 
his people, who loved freedom and justice, will 
never die. 
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LI S AO 


Ll SAO (The Lament) is not only one of the 
most remarkable works of Chu Yuan, it ranks 
as one of the greatest poems in Chinese or world 
poetry- It was probably written during the 
period when the poet had been exiled by his 
king, and was living south of the Yangtze River. 

The name LI SAO has been interpreted by 

some as meaning “encountering sorrow,” by 

others as “sorrow after departure." Some 

recent scholars have construed it as “sorrow in 
„ * 

estrangement, while yet others think it was the 
name of a certain type of music. 

This long lyrical poem describes the search 
and disillusionment of a soul in agony, riding 
on dragons and serpents from heaven to earth. 
By means of rich imagery and skillful similes, 
it expresses love of one’s country and the 
sadness of separation. It touches upon various 
historical themes intermingled with legends and 
myths, and depicts, directly or indirectly, the 
social conditions of that time and the complex 
destinies of the city states of ancient China. The 
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conflict between the individual and the ruling 
group is repeatedly described, while at the same 
time the poet affirms his determination to fight 
for justice. This passionate desire to save his 
country, and this love for the people, account 
for the poem's splendour and immortality. 


A Prince am I of Ancestry renowned. 
Illustrious Name my royal Sire hath found. 

When Sirius did in Spring its Light display, 

A Child was born, and Tiger marked the Day. 
When first upon my Face my Lord’s Eye glanced,. 
For me auspicious Names he straight advanced, 
Denoting that in me Heaven’s Marks divine 
Should with the Virtues of the Earth combine. 
With lavished innate Qualities indued, 

By Art and Skill my Talents I renewed; 

Angelic Herbs and sweet Selineas too. 

And Orchids late that by the Water grew, 

I wove for Ornament; till creeping Time, 

Like Water flowing, stole away my Prime. 
Magnolias of the Glade I plucked at Dawn, 

At Eve beside the Stream took Winter-thorn. 
Without Delay the Sun and Moon sped fast, 

In swift Succession Spring and Autumn passed; 
The fallen Flowers lay scattered on the Ground, 
The Dusk might fall before my Dream was found- 
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Had I not loved my Prime and spurned the Vile, 
Why should I not have changed my former Style? 
My Chariot drawn by Steeds of Race divine 
I urged; to guide the King my sole Design. 

Three ancient Kings there were so pure and true 
That round them every fragrant Flower grew; 
Cassia and Pepper of the Mountain-side 
With Melilotus white in Clusters vied. 

Two Monarchs then, who high Renown received. 
Followed the kingly Way, their Goal achieved. 
Two Princes proud by Lust their Reign abused, 
Sought easier Path, and their own Steps confused. 
The Faction for illicit Pleasure longed; 

Dreadful their Way where hidden Perils thronged 
Danger against myself could not appal, 

But feared I lest my Sovereign’s Sceptre fall. 

Forward and back I hastened in my Quest, 
Followed the former Kings, and took no Rest. 

The Prince my true Integrity defamed. 

Gave Ear to Slander, high his Anger flamed; 
Integrity I knew could not avail, 

Yet still endured; my Lord I would not fail. 
Celestial Spheres my Witness be on high, 

I strove but for His Sacred Majesty. 

Twas first to me he gave his plighted Word, 

But soon repenting other Counsel heard. 
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For me Departure could arouse no Pain; 
i grieved to see his royal Purpose vain. 

Nine Fields of Orchids at one Time I grew, 

For Melilot a hundred Acres too, 

And fifty Acres for the Azalea bright. 

The Rumex fragrant and the Lichen white. 

I longed to see them yielding Blossoms rare. 

And thought in Season due the Spoil to share. 

I did not grieve to see them die away, 

But griex^ed because midst Weeds they did decay. 

Insatiable in Lust and Greediness 
The Faction strove, and tired not of Excess; 
Themselves condoning, others they’d decry, 

And steep their Hearts in envious Jealousy. 

Insatiably they seized what they desired, 

It was not that to which my Heart aspired. 

As old Age unrelenting hurried near, 

Lest my fair Name should fail was all my Fear. 
Dew from Magnolia Leaves I drank at Dawn, 

At Eve for Food were Aster Petals borne; 

And loving thus the Simple and the Fair, 

How should I for my sallow Features care? 

With gathered Vines I strung Valeria white. 

And mixed with blue Wistaria Petals bright, 

And Melilotus matched with Cassia sweet, 
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With Ivy green and Tendrils long to meet* 

Life I adapted to the ancient Way, 

Leaving the Manners of the present Day; 

Thus unconforming to the modern Age, 

The Path I followed of a bygone Sage. 

Long did I sigh and wipe away my Tears, 

To see my People bowed by Griefs and Fears. 
Though I my Gifts enhanced and curbed my Pride 
At Morn they’d mock me, would at Eve deride;. 
First cursed that I Angelica should wear, 

Then cursed me for my Melilotus fair. 

But since my Heart did love such Purity, 

Td not regret a thousand Deaths to die. 

I marvel at the Folly of the King, 

So heedless of his People’s Suffering. 

They envied me my mothlike Eyebrows fine^ 

And so my Name his Damsels did malign. 

Truly to Craft alone their Praise they paid, 

The Square in Measuring they disobeyed; 

The Use of common Rules they held debased ; 
With Confidence their crooked Lines they traced* 

In Sadness plunged and sunk in deepest Gloom* 
Alone I drove on to my dreary Doom. 

In Exile rather would I meet my End, 

Than to the Baseness of their Ways descend. 


5 



LI SAO 


Remote the Eagle spurns the common Range, 

Nor deigns since Time began its Way to change; 

A Circle fits not with a square Design; 

Their different Ways could not be merged with mine. 
Yet still my Heart I checked and curbed my Pride, 
Their Blame endured and their Reproach beside. 

To die for Righteousness alone I sought, 

For this was what the ancient Sages taught. 

I failed my former Errors to discern; 

I tarried long, but now I would return. 

My Steeds I wheeled back to their former Way, 

Lest all too long down the wrong Path I stray. 

On Orchid-covered Bank I loosed my Steed, 

And let him gallop by the flowVy Mead 
At Will. Rejected now and in Disgrace, 

I would retire to cultivate my Grace. 

With Cress Leaves green my simple Gown I made, 
With Lilies white my rustic Garb did braid. 

Why should I grieve to go unrecognised, 

Since in my Heart Fragrance was truly prized? 

My Headdress then high-pinnacled I raised, 
Lengthened my Pendents, where bright Jewels blazed. 
Others may smirch their Fragrance and bright Hues, 
My Innocence is proof against Abuse. 

Oft I looked back, gazed to the Distance still, 

Longed in the Wilderness to roam at Will. 

Splendid my Ornaments together vied. 
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With all the Fragrance of the Flowers beside; 

All men had Pleasures in their various Ways, 

My Pleasure was to cultivate my Grace. 

I would not change, though they my Body rend; 
How could my Heart be wrested from its End? 

My Handmaid fair, with Countenance demure, 
Entreated me Allegiance to abjure: 

"^A Hero perished in the Plain ill-starred, 

Where Pigmies stayed their Plumage to discard. 
Why lovest thou thy Grace and Purity, 

Alone dost hold thy splendid Virtue high? 

Lentils and Weeds the Prince’s Chamber fill: 
Why boldest thou aloof with stubborn Will? 

Thou canst not one by one the Crowd persuade, 
And who the Purpose of our Heart hath weighed? 
Faction and Strife the World hath ever loved; 
Heeding me not, why standest thou removed?” 

I sought th’ancestral Voice to ease my Woe. 
Alas, how one so proud could sink so low I 
To barbarous South I went across the Stream; 
Before the Ancient I began my Theme; 

^‘With Odes divine there came a Monarch’s Son, 
Whose Revels unrestrained were never done; 

In Antics wild, to coming Perils blind. 

He fought his Brother, and his Sway declined. 
The royal Archer, in his wanton Chase 
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For Foxes huge, his Kingdom did disgrace. 

Such Wantonness predicts no happy End; 

His Queen was stolen by his loyal Friend. 

The Traitor*s Son, clad in prodigious Might, 

In Incest sinned and cared not what was right. 

He revelled all his Days, forgetting all; 

His Head at last in Treachery did fall. 

And then the Prince, who Counsels disobeyed. 

Did court Disaster, and his Kingdom fade. 

A Prince his Sage in burning Cauldrons tossed; 

His glorious Dynasty ere long was lost. 

**But stern and pious was their ancient Sire, 

And his Successor too did Faith inspire; 

Exalted were the Wise, the Able used, 

The Rule was kept and never was abused. 

The august Heaven, with unbiassed Grace, 

All Men discerns, and helps the virtuous Race; 
Sagacious Princes through their virtuous Deed 
The Earth inherit, and their Reigns succeed. 

The Past I probed, the Future so to scan. 

And found these Rules that guide the Life of Man: 

A Man unjust in Deed who would engage? 

Whom should Men take as Guide except the Sage? 
In mortal Dangers Death I have defied, 

Yet could look back, and cast Regret aside. 

Who strove, their Tool’s Defects accounting nought,. 
Like ancient Sages were to Cauldrons brought.” 
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Thus I despaired, my Face with sad Tears marred, 
Mourning with Bitterness my Years ill-starred; 

And Melilotus Leaves I took to stem 
The Tears that streamed down to my Garment’s Hem. 
Soiling my Gown, to plead my Case I kneeled; 
Th’ancestral Voice the Path to me revealed. 

Swift jade-green Dragons, Birds with Plumage gold^ 
I harnessed to the Whirlwind, and behold, 

At Daybreak from the Land of Plane-trees grey, 

I came to Paradise ere close of Day. 

I wished within the sacred Grove to stay, 

The Sun had dropped, and Darkness wrapped the ^ 
Way; 

The Driver of the Sun I bade to stay, 

Ere with the setting Rays we haste away. 

The Way was long, and wrapped in Gloom did seem, 
As I urged on to seek my vanished Dream. 

The Dragons quenched their Thirst beside the Lake 
Where bathed the Sun, whilst I upon the Brake 
Fastened my Reins; a golden Bough I sought 
To brush the Sun, and tarried there in Sport. 

The pale Moon’s Charioteer I then bade lead, 

The Master of the Winds swiftly succeed; 

Before, the royal Blue Bird cleared the Way; 

The Lord of Thunder urged me to delays 
I bade the Phoenix scan the Heaven wide; 
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But vainly Day and Night its Course it tried; 

The gathering Whirlwinds drove it from my Sight, 
Rushing with lowering Clouds to check my Flight; 
Sifting and merging in the Firmament, 

Above, below, in various Hues they went- 

The Gate-keeper of Heaven I bade give Place, 

But leaning on his Door he scanned my Face; 

The Day grew dark, and now was nearly spent; 

Idly my Orchids into Wreaths I bent. 

The Virtuous and the Vile in Darkness merged; 

They veiled my Virtue, by their Envy urged. 

At Dawn the Waters white I left behind; 

My Steed stayed by the Portals of the Wind; 

Yet, gazing back, a bitter Grief I felt 
That in the lofty Crag no Damsel dwelt. 

I wandered eastward to the Palace green, 

And Pendents sought where Jasper Boughs were seeiii 
And vowed that they, before their Splendour fade, 

As Gift should go to grace the loveliest Maid. 

The Lord of Clouds I then bade mount the Sky 
To seek the Stream where once the Nymph did lie; 

As Pledge I gave my Belt of splendid Sheen, 

My Councillor appointed Go-between. 

Fleeting and wilful like capricious Cloud, 

Her Obstinacy swift no Change allowed. 

At Dusk retired she to the Crag withdrawn, 
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Her Hair beside the Stream she washed at Dawn. 
Exulting in her Beauty and her Pride, 

Pleasure she worshipped, and no Whim denied; 
So fair of Form, so careless of all Grace, 

I turned to take another in her Place. 

To Earth’s Extremities I sought my Bride, 

And urged my Train through all the Heaven wide. 

Upon a lofty Crag of jasper Green 

The beauteous Princess of the West was seen. 

The Falcon then I bade entreat the Maid, 

But he, demurring, would my Course dissuade; 
The Turtle-Dove cooed soft and off did fly, 

But I mistrusted his Frivolity. 

Like Whelp in Doubt, like timid Fox in Fear, 

I wished to go, but wandered ever near. 

With nuptial Gifts the Phoenix swiftly went; 

J feared the Prince had won her ere I sent. 

I longed to travel far, yet with no Bourn, 

I could but wander aimless and forlorn- 
Before the young King was in Marriage bound, 
The Royal Sisters Twain might still be found; 

My Plea was weak, my Mission was but frail; 

I knew that my Demand could not avail. 

The World is Dark, and envious of my Grace; 
They veil my Virtue and the Evil praise. 

Thy Chamber dark lies in Recesses deep, 
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Sagacious Prince, risest thou not from Sleep? 

My Zeal unknown the Prince would not descry; 
How could I bear this harsh Eternity? 

With Mistletoe and Herbs of magic Worth, 

I urged the Witch the Future to show forth. 

“If Two attain Perfection they must meet, 

But who is there that would thy Virtue greet? 

Far the Nine Continents their Realm display; 

Why here to seek thy Bride doth thou delay? 
^wayl” she cried, “Set craven Doubt aside, 

If Beauty’s sought, there’s none hath with thee vied. 
What Place is there where Orchids flower not fair? 
Why is thy native Land thy single Care? 

“Now darkly lies the World in Twilight’s Glow» 
Who doth your Defects and your Virtue know? 

Evil and Good herein are reconciled; 

The Crowd alone hath Nought but is defiled. 

With stinking Mugwort girt upon their Waist, 

They curse the others for their Orchids chaste; 
Ignorant thus in Choice of Fragrance rare, 

Rich Ornaments how could they fitly wear? 

With Mud and Filth they fill their Pendent Bag; 
Cursing the Pepper sweet, they brawl and brag.” 
Although the Witches Counsel I held good, 

In foxlike Indecision still I stood. 

At Night the Wizard great made his Descent, 
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And meeting him spiced Rice I did present. 

The Angels came, shading with Wings the Sky; 

From Mountains wild the Deities drew nigh. 

With regal Splendour shone the solemn Sight, 

And thus the Wizard spake with Omens bright: 

“Take Office high or low as Days afford, 

If One there be that could with thee accord; 

Like ancient Kings austere who sought their Mate, 
Finding the one who should fulfill their Fate. 

Now if thy Heart doth cherish Grace within, 

What Need is there to choose a Go-between? 

A Convict toiled on Rocks to expiate 

His Crime; his Sovereign gave him great Estate. 

A Butcher with his Knife made Roundelay; 

His King chanced there and happy proved the Day. 

A Prince who heard a Cowherd chanting late 
Raised him to be a Councillor of State. 

Before old Age overtake thee on thy Way, 

Life still is young; to Profit turn thy Day. 

Spring is but brief, when Cuckoos start to sing, 

And Flowers will fade that once did spread and spring.’ 

On high my Jasper Pendent proudly gleamed, 

Hid by the Crowd with Leaves that thickly teemed; 
Untiring they relentless Means employed; 

I feared it would through Envy be destroyed. 

This gaudy Age so fickle proved its Will, 
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That to what Purpose did I linger still? 

E*cn Orchids changed, their Fragrance quickly lost. 
And midst the Weeds Angelicas were tossed. 

How could these Herbs, so fair in former Day, 

Their Hue have changed, and turned to Mugworts 
grey? 

The Reason for their Fall, not far to seek, 

Was that to tend their Grace their Will proved weak. 

I thought upon the Orchids I might lean; 

No Flowers appeared, but long bare Leaves were i 
seen ; 

Their Grace abandoned, vulgar Taste to please, 
Content with lesser Flowers to dwell at Ease. 

To Boasts and Flattery the Pepper turned; 

To fill the Pendent Bag the Dogwood yearned; 

Thus only upon higher Stations bent, 

How could they long retain their former Scent? 

Since they pursued the Fashion of the Time, 

Small Wonder they decayed e’en in their Prime. 
Viewing the Orchids’ and the Peppers’ Plight 
Why blame the Rumex and Selinea white? 

My Jasper Pendent rare I was beguiled 
To leave, and to this Depth then sank defiled. 

It blossomed still and never ceased to grow; 

Like Water did its lovely Fragrance flow; 

Pleasure I took to wear this Bough in Sport, 
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As roaming wild the Damsel fair I sought. 

Thus in my Prime, with Ornaments bedecked, 

I roved the Earth and Heaven to inspect. 

With Omens bright the Seer revealed the Way,. 

I then appointed an auspicious Day. 

As Victuals rare some Jasper Twigs I bore, 

And some prepared, Provision rich to store; 

Then winged Horses to my Chariot brought 
My Carriage bright with Jade and Ivory wrought. 

How might two Hearts at Variance accord? 

I roamed till Peace be to my Mind restored. 

The Pillar of the Earth I stayed beside; 

The Way was long, and winding far and wide. 

In Twilight glowed the Clouds with wondrous Sheen,. 
And chirping flew the Birds of jasper Green. * 

I went at Dawn high Heaven’s Ford to leave; 

To Earth’s Extremity I came at Eve. 

On Phoenix Wings the Dragon Pennons lay; 

With Plumage bright they flew to lead the Way. 

I crossed the Quicksand with its treachVous Flood, 
Beside the burning River, red as Blood; 

To bridge the Stream my Dragons huge I bade, 
Invoked the Emperor of the West to aid. 

The Way was long, precipitous in View; 

I bade my Train a different Path pursue. 
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There where the Heaven fell we turned a Space, 
And marked the Western Sea as Meeting-place. 

A thousand Chariots gathered in my Train, 

With Axles full abreast we drove amain; 

Eight Horses drew the Carriages behind; 

The Pennons shook like Serpents in the Wind. 

I lowered Flags, and from my Whip refrained; 

My Train of towering Chariots I restrained. 

I sang the Odes. I trod a sacred Dance, 

In Revels wild my last Hour to enhance. 

Ascending where celestial Heaven blazed, 

On native Earth for the last Time we gazed; 

My Slaves were sad, my Steeds all neighed in Grief, 
And, gazing back, the Earth they would not leave. 

Epilogue 

Siiltc in that Kingdom all my Virtue spurn. 

Why should I for the royal City yearn? 

Wide though the World, no Wisdom can be found, 
ril seek the Stream where once the Sage was 
drowned. 
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“Ascending where celestial Heaven blazed, 
On native Earth for the last Time we gazed.” 

- Li Sqo 



Copied by the court painter Meng 
Ying-chao from the work of the artist 
Hsiao Yun-tsung to illustrate the Tsirig 
dynasty imperial manuscript edition 
of The Classics compiled in 1782. 



THE ODES 


There are eleven odes, all dedicated to the gods. 
Since the Han dynasty these odes had always 
been attributed to Chu Yuan, until in recent 
years some scholars advanced the theory that 
they were ancient folk songs and not the work of 
any individual poet. Some scholars have even 
tried to deny the existence of Chu Yuan, but 
they have provided no adequate proof, only 
voicing idle speculation. 

**The Odes** can be divided into six types. 
The first type describes the sacrifice itself, as 
in **The Great Emperor of the East** and **The 
Last Sacrifice.** In odes like **The Lady of the 
Clouds** and **The Young Fate** the singer or 
sacrificial priest professes love for the goddess. 
Elsewhere we have gods paying court to god^ 
desses, as in **The Great Fate** (when the Lady 
of the Clouds is the object) and **The God of the 
Yellow River* (when the Goddess of the Hsiang 
River is courted). The fourth type portrays 
lovesick goddesses as in **The Lady of the 
Hsiang River,** **The Goddess of the Hsiang 
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River' and "The Spirit of the Mountains'* 
Of these, the first two are in dramatic 
form, the last narrative. In the fifth type the 
god is ignored but the delights of the sacrifice 
are described, as in "The God of the Sun" The 
sixth type is the one praising the deceased 
warriors. This is the only ode to make no men¬ 
tion of love. 

In ancient times, as seen in the "Book of 
Songs" also, sacrifices to the gods were occa¬ 
sions for courtship. Thus the mention of love in 
these odes is perfectly natural, whether it is the 
love of men and women, of gods and goddesses, 
or of gods and mortals. Former commentators, 
failing to perceive this, imagined Chu Yuan was 
referring to his king, but this was not the case^ 
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THE GREAT EMPEROR OF THE EAST 

Lucky the Hour, auspicious is the Day, 

When Homage to our Lord on high we pay. 

He grasps his long Sword’s Hilt in Jasper bound, 

The clanging Pendents wrought in Jade resound- 
With Jasper Offerings on the Table laid. 

We hold the ritual Twigs of precious Jade. 

Orchids and Melilotus grace the Rite, 

With Cassia Wine and spiced Mead to delight. 

We raise the Rod and strike the sounding Urn, 

Midst Peace and Mirth both Dance and Song retiu'n. 
Citherns and Flutes the Revelries display. 

The Spirit nobly moves in fair Array. 

Entrancing Fragrance fills the ritual Hall, 

In Symphony the sweet Notes rise and fall, 

Our Lord well pleased good Fortune metes to all. 


19 



THE ODES 


THE LADY OF THE CLOUDS 

Bathed in sweet FlowYs and Orchid-scented Dews» 
In Robes of Crocus Petals* varied Hues, 

The Spirit hov’ring pauses now and stays, 

Forever brightly gleams with brilliant Rays. 

Within the Deathless Hall she stays alone; 

Her glorious Brightness rivals Sun and Moon. 

In queenly Robes, Dragons as Steeds to ride. 

She soars on Wings to wander far and wide. 
Descending now with royal Dignity, 

Sudden to pierce the Clouds she mounts on high- 
Her Gaze outreaches the wide Continent, 

Surpasses the Four Seas and their Extent. 

With Longing, thinking of our Queen, we sigh; 

With Anguish deep our Hearts yearn grievously. 
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THE GODDESS OF THE HSIANG RIVER 

Departing not, lingering the Maids delay- 
What makes you in the River Islet stay? 
Graceful and fair, adorned with skilful Craft, 
They sail downstream upon the Cassia Raft. 

I bid the River’s Waves more slowly go, 
Command the Water tranquilly to flow; 

I wait for her, yet long she doth delay; 

Thinking of her my plaintive Flute I play. 
Northward in winged Dragon-boat I glide, 

And sailing steer my Course the Lake beside. 
With Ivy Leaves and Melilotus bound, 

Cedar for Oars, Orchids for Flags arc found. 

I scan the Bay upon the further Shore, 

And from the Stream’s Expanse the God implore. 
The God imploring, ere my Plaint is spent, 

The lovely Damsels my Distress lament. 

Like ceaseless Stream my Tears continuous flow; 
Though longing for my Queen I hide my Woe. 
With Cassia Oars, Orchids my Rigging weave, 
And yet through Ice and Snow my Craft would 
cleave. 

My Wish, like plucking Ivy from the Streams, 
From Woods desiring Water-lilies seems. 
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With Hearts at Variance all is Labour lost; 

A Love so light lightly away is tossed. 

The rocky Stream with shallow Water flows, 

The winged Dragon-bark light skimming goes. 
Complaining of our Love, his Friendship feigned. 
Breaking our Tryst, he pleads himself detained. 

At Dawn beside the Stream my Steeds are pressed; 
At Eve upon the Northern Shore I rest; 

Beneath my Roof the Birds at Night repose, 

Before my Hall the winding River flows. 

Cast in the Stream my Pendents wrought in Jade> 
While on the Shore Jade Offerings are laid. 

Bright Crocus Petals from the fragrant Isle 
I pluck, and give my Maidens to beguile. 

Time passes by, and never comes again; 

In carefree Life I shall at Ease remain. 
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Goddess of the Hsiang River and 
Lady of the Hsiang River 

- —Painted by Chen Hung-shou 
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THE LADY OF THE HSIANG RIVER 

The Queen upon the Northern Shore descends, 
And Sorrow to her Eyes more Beauty lends. 

The Autumn Breeze sighs as it flutters slow; 

The Lake is ruffled, and the Leaves drift low. 

I gaze afar amid the Clover white. 

At Dusk desiring my Beloved’s Sight. 

Why are the Birds gathering the Reeds among, 
While idly from the Trees the Nets arc hung? 
Beside the Stream Orchids and Clover grow; 

I long for him, but dare not speak my Woe. 

Now in the Twilight dim afar I gaze, 

And watch the flowing Water’s rippling Maze. 

Why browses now the Fawn beside our Door? 

What brings the River Serpent to the Shore? 

At Dawn beside the Stream my Steeds arc pressed, 
At Eve I ford the River in the West. 

My Loved One beckons, bids me not to stay; 

I’ll urge my Steeds with him to ride away. 

A Palace in the River shall be made, 

Sheltered beneath the Water-lilies Shade; 

With Thyme and purple Shells to deck the Wall, 
And fragrant Pepper spread within the Hall. 
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Cassia and Orchid Rafters shall be laid, 

With Jasmine Lintels Clover white displayed. 

With Ivy Tendrils Curtains we shall spread, 
Sheltered by Melilotus overhead. 

Our Corner Stone of Jade shall sparkle white. 

And Fragrance of Rock-orchids shall delight; 

To deck our Lotus Hall shall Vetch be found, 

With fresh Azalea Sprigs together bound. 

Our Courtyard filled with varied Herbs and fair, 
While Flow*rs within our Hall give Fragrance rare. 
The Gods will welcome from the Mountain high, 
And Angels cloudlike will descend the Sky. 

Within the Stream I dedicate my Sleeve, 

My Garment’s Lapel to the River leave. 

Plucking the Islet’s Crocus Petals gay, 

I send them to the Loved One far away. 

Time passes by and never comes again; 

In carefree Life I shall at Ease remain. 
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THE GREAT FATE 

Behold the Gate of Heaven swings open wide, 
While Hosts of Angels down the dark Clouds ride; 
The Whirlwinds I command the Course rehearse, 
And bid the icy Rain the Dust disperse* 

First slowly circling, then descending sheer, 

1 cross the Sacred Mountains in his Rear. 

Myriad the Men within the Cont’nents Nine, 

Yet I alone their Span of Life assign. 

I soar aloft and circle without Care, 

In Light and Darkness through the liquid Air. 

With you, oh. Lady of the Clouds, I speed 
Through the Nine Continents the Way to lead. 
With sacred Garments trailing long displayed. 

Of varied Hues my Pendents wrought in Jade. 

In Interchange of Darkness and of Light, 

My secret Ritual hid from human Sight. 

I pluck the giant Flaxes’ snowy Head, 

An Off'ring to the Lady who has fled. 

As old Age nearer draws with ev’ry Day, 

You should take Pleasure, Lady, while you may- 
My Dragon-chariot’s rumbling Wheels resound. 
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As high I drive my Chargers heaven-bound. 
My Love awaiting. Cassia Twigs I weave. 
With endless Longing mournfully I grieve. 

In constant Grieving Nought is there to gain; 
I vow henceforth from Trespass to refrain. 
Man’s Destiny is fixed and must prevail. 
’Gainst Grief and Parting what can he avail? 
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THE YOUNG FATE 

Mingled with Anise, Autumn Orchids late 
In Clusters grow before the Palace Gate; 

Green are their Leaves, their tender Sprigs are white; 
Their Fragrance floods my Senses with Delight. 

Each Mortal has a Loved One of his own, 

Then why should she, the Goddess, sigh alone? 

Fresh spring the Autumn Orchids’ tender Shoots; 
Green are their Leaves and purple are their Roots. 
Young Gallants throng the Palace to Entrance, 

But I alone am favoured by her Glance. 

Come without Word, she leaves without Farewell, 

Her Pennons Clouds, she rides the Whirlwind fell. 

For Life to part, no Grief more Pain can move ; 

No Joy excels the Rapture of first Love. 

In Lotus Garb, with Melilotus dight, 

Swiftly she comes; as sudden is her Flight. 

At Dusk on the Celestial Plain she sleeps. 

Among the Clouds her secret Vigil keeps; 

Bathed in that Stream from whence the Day begun ^ 
She dries her Hair beneath the rising Sim. 

For my Belov'd I wait and long in Vajn; 

Then sadly to the Breeze I sing this Strain: 

“With bright plumed Flags, and Peacock Canopy^ 
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You reach the Comet’s Tail, nine Heavens high. 
Guarding the Young your Scimitar gleams bright; 
You only. Lady, can my Heart delight.” 
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THE GOD OF THE SUN 

The bright Sun risen from the Orient 
Is on my Wall and Sacred Forest bent. 

I curb my Steed and ride at steady Pace, 

While Night uncovers and to Day gives Place. 
Thunder to Dragon-chariot I bind, 

With Clouds as Pennons trailing far behind. 

With heavy Sighs I start to climb the Sky, 

But still I linger in Uncertainty. 

Mortals in Song and Spectacle on Earth, 

Their Homes forgetting, revel long in Mirth; 

With Flutes and Bells and Clarionets of Jade, 

The Urns are sounded and the Pipes arc played. 

I see the Wizard, sacred and serene, 

Who Circles weaves with magic Plumage green; 

They join in Dance, reciting many a Rime, 

Accordant with the Rhythm and the Time. 

The Angels come and shade the Sun from Sight. 

With dark Cloud-garments and with Rainbows bright 
To pierce the Dog Star my long Shaft I raise; 

Then grasp my Bow and home return apace. 

From the North Star sweet Cassia Wine I pour; 

Under my Reins aloft my Chargers soar; 

Eastwards, alone, my Path lies evermore. 
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THE GOD OF THE YELLOW RIVER 


With you I roam within the Waters Nine, 

The Winds rise rushing, and the Waves decline; 
‘Neath foaming Chariot’s Lotus Canopy, 

On Dragons twain and Serpents we rely. 

Climbing the Peak I gaze on ev’ry Side; 

My Mind goes out to wander far and wide. 

As Evening falls, forgetting to return, 

With Longing for the distant Stream I yearn. 

Its Dragon Halls with glittVing Fish Scales spread, 
The purple Palace gleams in pearly Red. 

Why lurks the River God beneath the Tides? 
Seeking bright Fish, on Tortoise white he rides. 
With him between the Islets green I roam, 

Where melted Ice comes rushing down with Foam. 
Crossing his Hands eastwards departs my Lord; 

I leave my Love beside the Southern Ford. 

Thus am I borne upon the rippling Tide, 

While countless Fishes my Returning guide. 
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THE SPIRIT OF THE MOUNTAINS 

A Presence lingers in the Mountain Glade, 

In Ivy and Wistaria Leaves arrayed. 

My laughing Lips with gay and sparkling Glance 
By sprightly Beauty ev’ry Heart entrance. 

With Foxes Train, on tawny Leopards borne, 
Jasmine and Cassia Flags my Steeds adorn. 

Clad in Rock Orchids, in Azalea decked, 

I pluck the fragrant Herbs for my Elect. 

Where Reeds gloom darkly and obscure the Day, 
Late am I come through steep and weary Way; 

I stand alone upon the Mountain’s Head, 

While multitud’nous Clouds beneath are spread. 

The Day is wild, with darkling Gloom increased; 
Spirits send Show’rs; Wind blusters from the East. 
Delayed by me my Love forgets to leave. 

Now the Year wanes, who will my Garlands weave ?* 
Within the Mountain magic Herbs I find, 

Where clinging Vines the crumbling Boulders bind. 

I mourn my Love, forgetting to return. 

Kept from his Sight to see him still I yearn. 

Midst fragrant Herbs within the Mountain Glade 
I drink clear Springs, where Pine and Cedar shade.. 
You think of me, yet still in Doubt remain, 
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While Thunder rumbles, mixed with Show’rs of Rain. 
At Night the Monkeys and Hyaenas moan, 

By sobbing Winds the rustling Trees are blown, 

In vain my absent Lord I mourn alone. 
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FOR THOSE FALLEN FOR 
THEIR COUNTRY 

We grasp huge Shields, clad in Rhinoceros Hide;, 
The Chariots clash; the Daggers gashing wide; 

Flags shade the Sun, like lowering Clouds the Foe; 
While Arrows fall the Warriors forward go. 

They break our Line, our Ranks are overborne; 

My left-hand Horse is slain, its Fellow torn; 

My Wheels are locked and fast my Steeds become; 

I raise Jade Rods and beat the sounding Drum. 

The Heav’n grows wrath; the Gods our Fall ordain; 
And cruelly we perish on the Plain. 

Our Men came forth but never shall return; 

Through dreary Plain stretches the Way eterne. 

We bear long Swords with curved Bows grimly set;. 
Though cleft the Skull the Heart knows no Regret. 
Warlike indeed, so resolute and proud. 

Undaunted still and by no Peril cow’d; 

Their Spirits deathless, though the Body’s slain. 
Proudly as Kings among the Ghosts shall reign. 
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THE LAST SACRIFICE 

The Rites performed the Wizards strike the Urn, 
Pass round the sacred Herbs and dance in turn. 
With Grace the lovely Damsels dance and sing: 
“Asters for Autumn, Orchids for the Spring, 
Through endless Years this Sacrifice we bring.’' 
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According to the Sung dynasty scholar Chu 
Hsiy the Elegies of Chu Yuan *^were compiled 
by later scholars who gathered these nine poems 
into one book^ But they could not all have been 
written at the same time** This is correct- 

Of the nine elegies, the poem **Ode to the 
Orange * differs in style and mood from the 
rest, and was probably written by Chu Yuan in 
his earlier days- The first half of this poem 
praises the orange while the second half praises 
some unknown person, but no reference is made 
to the poet himself- The person praised seems 
to be a young man- We cannot say who he was, 
nor can we be certain it was not the poet him- 
self- 

The other eight poems, written during his 
banishment, were in the same style as '*The 
Lament** We cannot fix the dates of these poems 
definitely- Most of them voice the author*s ex¬ 
treme anguish- Probably ^'Plaintive Lines** was 
the first, written just after banishment, followed 
by **The III Wind,** **Longing for My Love** and 
**Recalling the Past-** **Leaving the Capital** 


35 



THE ELEGIES 


was undoubtedly written in 278 B-C , the 
twenty-first year of the reign of King Ching 
Hsiangy when the capital fell to General Pai Chi 
of Chin. '"Crossing the River,'* "Stray Thoughts' 
and "Thoughts Before Drowning" must have 
been the poet's last works. 

Chu Yuans political thought was esseniiak 
ly Confucian, but at the same time he was 
influenced by other schools. Some Taoist 
influence can be seen, for instance, in "The III 
Wind," while in "Recalling the Past " we see^ 
traces of Legalist thought. 
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PLAINTIVE LINES 

In plaintive Lines to all my Grief 
I give Expression free. 

That Everything I say is true 
May Heav’n my Witness be! 

Five Gods I bid to speak for me. 

Six Deities implore! 

Let Hills and Rivers Jury be. 

My Judge the God of Law! 

With Loyalty I served my King, 

Till slandered by a Foe. 

I would not flatter like the Rest 
As a sage Prince should know. 

My Words and Actions stand the Test, 
Nothing has changed in me. 

My King may know his Minister, 

The Proof is there to see. 

I put my Sovereign’s Interest first. 
Hence comes their Enmity! 

1 serve the Prince with all my Heart, 
So seem their Enemy! 
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I work unflagging for my Lord, 

But cannot win Success; 

My single-hearted Love for him 
Has caused all my Distress. 

None serves more loyally than I, 

No Trials can me dismay, 

Without a Thought of selfish Gain, 

I scorn the Flatterer’s Way. 

Though guiltless, I was put to Shame, 

My Counsel overborne. 

I never dreamed before that I 
Should be held up to Scorn. 

So many Tongues have slandered me, 

To clear myself is hard. 

Now crushed, my Voice cannot be heardv 
And from my Prince I’m barred. 

My Heart is heavy and cast down, 

None cares for my Distress, 

With Griefs too many to recount, 

My Thoughts I can’t express. 

If I keep silent, no one knows, 

I shout, but none will hear. 

In Sorrow and Bewilderment 
My Purpose is not clear. 
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I dreamt that I had scaled the Sky, 

But halfway up I strayed. 

The Demon then foretold my Fate; 
“You fail for Lack of Aid!” 

“And will the Prince forsake me then?* 
“Do not on him depend. 

Much Slander can defile pure Gold, 
Good Starts may badly end.” 

When my Attempts proved fruitless all 
I should have changed my Way. 

Climbing, I kicked the Ladder down, 

So foolish to this Day. 

No Sympathy is shown to me, 

Yet am I stubborn still. 

Even my Friends have left me now, 
Condemning my Self-will. 

There was a filial Prince of Tsin 
Whose Father wronged his Son. 

The upright Kun failed in his Task, 
His Mission was undone. 

I heard that Loyalty makes Foes, 

But thought it could not be; 

A Doctor must himself know Pain: 

So Truth is known to me. 
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If you soar high, they shoot you down, 

If low, then Snares are spread; 

They torture Men to please the Prince— 
Where can I lay my Head? 

To bend my Knee would only bring 
More Wrath upon my Head- 

And if I wander far, my Lord 
May think that I have fled* 

Tempted to give my Passions Rein, 

My Honour holds me back. 

So I am faint and sick at Heart, 

And all the World looks black. 

I gather Melilotus Blooms, 

And Peppers too I take; 

Angelicas and Asters grow. 

And these my Food will make. 

And when I fear my Will is weak, 

These Verses I repeat, 

Rousing myself with fragrant Herbs, 

I ponder in Retreat. 
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CROSSING THE RIVER 


Since I was young I have worn gorgeous Dress, 
And still love Raiment rare, 

A long gem-studded Sword hangs at my Side, 

And a tall Hat I wear. 

Bedecked with Pearls that glimmer like the Moon, 
With Pendent of fine Jade, 

Though there arc Fools who cannot understand, 

I ride by undismayed. 

Then give me green-horned Serpents for my Steed, 
Or Dragons white to ride, 

In Paradise with ancient Kings Fd roam, 

Or the World’s Roof bestride. 

My Life should thus outlast the Universe, 

With Sun and Moon supreme. 

By Southern Savages misunderstood, 

At Dawn I ford the Stream. 

I gaze my last upon the River Bank, 

The Autumn Breeze blows chill. 

I halt my Carriage here within the Wood, 

My Steeds beside the Hill. 
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In covered Vessel travelling upstream, 

The Men bend to their Oars; 

The Boat moves slowly, strong the Current sweeps 
Nearby a Whirlpool roars. 

I set out {rom the Bay at early Dawn, 

And reach the Town at Eve. 

Since I am upright, and my Conscience clear. 

Why should I grieve to leave? 

I linger by the tributary Stream, 

And know not where to go. 

The Forest stretches deep and dark around. 

Where Apes swing to and fro. 

The beetling Cliffs loom high to shade the Sun^ 
Mist shrouding every Rift, 

With Sleet and Rain as far as Eye can see, 

Where low the dense Clouds drift. 

Alas I all Joy has vanished from my Life, 

Alone beside the Hill. 

Never to follow Fashion will I stoop, 

Then must live lonely still. 

One Sage of Old had Head shaved like a Slave> 
Good Ministers were killed. 

In Nakedness one Saint was forced to roam, 
Another’s Blood was spilled. 

This has been so from ancient Times till now. 
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Then why should I complain? 
Unflinchingly I still shall follow Truth, 
Nor care if I am slain. 

Refrain 

Now, the Phoenix dispossessed, 

In the Shrine Crows make their Nest.- 
Withered is the Jasmine rare, 

Fair is Foul, and Foul is Fair, 

Light is Darkness, Darkness Day, 

Sad at Heart I haste away. 



THE ELEGIES 


LEAVING THE CAPITAL 

High Heav’n proves fickle once again. 

And showVs Calamities like Rain* 

Homes are destroyed and loved Ones die. 
As East in early Spring we fly. 

Now we must wander far and wide, 
Eastward, the River as our Guide. 

I leave the City sad at Heart, 

Forced from my Home today to part* 

We leave the Capital behind. 

And know not where the Stream may wind. 
United Oars the Water cleave; 

To see the King no more I grieve. 

By Forest Glades I sigh again, 

And as I gaze Tears fall like Rain. 

East moves the Boat, I dream of West, 

Far from the Country I love best. 

Now sick at Heart, condemned to yearn, 

I am uncertain where to turn. 

By Wind and Current I am borne, 

A Stranger drifting all forlorn. 
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Ying-chao from the work of the artist 
Hsiao Yundsung to illustrate the Tsing 
dynasty imperial manuscript edition 
of The Classics compiled in 1782. 



THE ELEGIES 


The Stream flows fast, the Boat is sped, 

I do not know what lies ahead. 

And still my Heart is wracked with Painr 
My Thoughts are like a tangled Skein. 

Now downstream all our Vessels row, 

Some to the Lake, some East will go. 

Leaving our Homes of Yesterday, 

To eastern Realms we make our Way. 

But still my Soul longs to return, 

For that far distant Land I yearn. 

My Thoughts still West, still homeward stray. 
Grieved that the Distance grows each Day. 

To gaze afar, I climb the Hill, 

Hoping my aching Heart to still. 

The Landscape here is lovely too, 

The Valley boasts good Men and true. 

The Peasants ask why we have fled, 

They have not heard the Tidings dread. 

In Ruins lies our royal Town, 

The Eastern Gates have toppled down. 

My Heart is torn and wracked with Pain,. 

And sad Thoughts follow in their Train, 

Far, far removed our City lies. 

Hid from our Sight, ’neath distant Skies, 
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I left the Court when I was spurned. 

For nine Years I have not returned. 

My Woes too many to express, 

Lonely, an Heir to all Distress. 

They set themselves to charm the King, 
But Favour is a fickle Thing. 

Loyal, I would approach the Throne, 

But then their envious Arts were shown. 

The Virtues of sage Kings gone by 
Spread their good Influence to the Sky. 
Yet even they were slandered too, 
Maligned as impious or untrue. 

Goodness and Worth no Praise secure. 
But Flatt’rers of Rewards are sure. 

While these approach the King each Day, 
Good Ministers are turned away. 

Refrain 

Exiled, I look back and yearn, 
Homeward when shall I return? 

To their old Nests Birds will fly. 
Foxes face the Hill to die. 

Blameless, I was sent away. 

Still this rankles. Night and Day. 
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STRAY THOUGHTS 

My Heart with Grief is heavy, 

I sigh with Head down hung. 

My Thoughts are like a tangled Skein, 

And yet the Night is young. 

In Autumn all Things wither, 

The World is full of Hate, 

My Prince is easily enraged, 

And my Affliction great. 

The People's Suff’rings move my Heart, 
Our Land I cannot leave. 

Here for my Loved One my stray Thoughts 
Into a Song I weave. 

Oh, once you gave your Promise, 

At Dusk we two should meet; 

But then you went back on your Word, 

For such was your Deceit. 

You praise another’s Beauty, 

Admire another’s Grace, 

Forswear your former Pledge to me, 

And turn an angry Face. 


47 



THE ELEGIES 


1 longed for Reconcilement, 

But kept by Fear apart, 

I dare no more draw near to you, 

So Grief besets my Heart. 

1 put my Thought in Verses 
My Prince disdains to hear, 

I know true Worth no Favour wins . 
And Enemies will sneer. 

All that 1 said was truthful, 

How could the Prince forget? 

By honest Counsel I would make 
Him more illustrious yet. 

I take a Sage as Model, 

And in his Steps would tread. 

I strive for Excellence so that 
My Prince’s Fame may spread. 

Virtue is not outside us, 

Fame springs from noble Deeds, 
All Reputations must be won. 

As Fruit must grow from Seeds. 

Interlude 

So I plead before my Love, 

But his Heart I cannot move. 
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He approves another’s Grace. 
In his Heart I have no Place. 


Chorus 

A Bird flies from the South once more 
To the great Stream’s northern Shore. 

In fair Splendour sec him stand. 

All alone in a far-off Land; 

None to befriend him beneath the Sun, 

For Mediators here are none. 

Departed long and in Disgrace, 

I have no Way to plead my Case. 

Beside the Northern Hill I sigh, 

My Tears drop \vhere the Stream flows by,. 
The short Midsummer Nights are here, 

Yet each seems long as one whole Year. 

The Capital is far away, 

But there each Night in Thought I stray. 

By narrow winding Track or wide, 
Southward, with Moon and Stars my Guide, 
Forward I press, but all in Vain: 

My Soul is weary of such Pain I 
Yet still my Nature is too proud 
To change or flatter like the Crowd! 

For me no one will mediate, 

None knows or cares for my sad Fate. 
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Refrain 

Long the Bay and strong the Tide, 

As up the Stream I go. 

I make my Journey southward still, 

In Hope to ease my Woe. 

The Journey here is hard when Cliffs 
Reach steeply to the Sky, 

And hard it is to climb or cross 
The Mountain Paths so high. 

Brought to a Halt I hesitate. 

And rest here for the Night. 

My Mind is clouded, and there seems 
To be no End in Sight. 

My Thoughts have travelled far afield, 
In Grief I heave a Sigh. 

This Place is strange and desolate, 

No Go-between have 11 

My Thoughts in Verses I have set, 
Some Ease of Mind to seek; 

But still my Grief is unassuaged. 

For who will hear me speak? 
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THOUGHTS BEFORE DROWNING 

In balmy early Summer Days, 

When Trees and Grasses teem, 

With lonely and dejected Heart 
I reach the southern Stream. 

Now all around appears forlorn, 

So silent and so still, 

While sad and melancholy Thoughts 
Upon me cast a Chill. 

Once more I recollect the Past, 

And Wrongs of former Days. 

Let Others stoop some Gain to win, 
But ril not change my Ways. 

Such Men as change for selfish Gain 
I always have despised; 

But hold the Principles of Old, 

The former Rules have prized. 

With Sternness and Benevolence 
An upright Man is filled. 

If Craftsmen will not ply the Axe, 

Men doubt that they are skilled. 
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You sec a Picture in the Night, 

And black the Colours find. 

If skillful Craftsmen squint to sec. 

You need not think them blind. 

Now Darkness is construed as Light, 

And Fair to Foul is turned. 

Now Hens and Geese can fly on high, 
While Phoenixes are spurned. 

Now Good and Bad are thought the same. 
And Jade confused with Stone- 

To Men made blind by Prejudice, 

My Virtues arc unknown. 

I feel my Task too hard for me; 

Despairing of Success, 

I do not know to whom to show 
The Jewels I possess. 

The country Dogs bark savagely 
At One they do not know. 

And Fools suspect all Men of Worth, 

And slavish Envy show. 

They will not sec my Dignity, 

My Learning or my Grace, 

And all my subtle Scholarship 
Endeavour to abase. 
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t doable my Benevolence, 

To Honesty I hold; 

But who can understand my Worth, 
Since dead the Sage of Old? 

How is it that for such long Years 
The Good remain apart? 

The ancient Kings are too long gone 
To hold them in our Heart. 

I curb my Indignation now. 

My Anger I repress; 

3 shall not change or hesitate 
In Danger or Distress. 

3 journey on and take no Rest 
Till darkly sinks the Sun. 

But now I ease my heavy Heart— 
My Race will soon be done. 

Refrain 

On and on the Rivers slow 
Down their several Courses flow. 
Dark the Way and overgrown. 
And the Future all unknown. 

All my Time in Anguish spent, 

No End set to my Lament, 
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By the World misunderstood. 

With no Friend or Kinsman good. 

Though my Conscience is quite clear> 
I can find no Witness here. 

Gone the Charioteer so prized, 

The swift Horses are despised* 

Sad or happy, each Man’s Fate 
Overtakes him soon or late. 

If I keep a steadfast Heart, 

Fear in me can have no Part. 

Death, I know, must come to All, 

Nor for Mercy would I call. 
vSaints, I follow in your Wakel 
Your Example shall I take! 
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LONGING FOR MY LOVE 

Lonely, longing for my Love, 

I gaze afar in my Distress. 

Far from Home and Go-between, 
How shall 1 my Grief express? 

My great Loyalty was wronged. 

In my Path I hesitate; 

Every Day my Case Fd plead, 

Every Day lament my Fate. 

Clouds I seek as Messengers, 

My Petition they deny; 

Swallows would swift Envoys make. 
Heedless they have flown on High. 

One of Old made known his Love 
By a Phoenix through the Air. 
Should I stoop to change my Way? 
Shame compels me to forbear. 

I have suffered many a Year, 

Wrath consumes me to this Day. 
Rather though in Anguish die 
Than descend to change my Way. 
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Vanished is the Sage’s Way, 

Yet still steadfast I remain; 

Though the Chariot overturned 
Proves my Resolution vain. 

Once again I harness Steeds, 
Summoning the Charioteer— 

Drive on slowly, make no Haste, 

Linger a last Moment here— 

Pointing at the Western Hill, 

Where the River’s Source wells clear; 
Though we travel on till Night, 

Short the Journey will appear- 

When the Year is at the Spring, 

When the golden Sun shines bright, 

I shall wander by the Stream, 

Drowning Grief in fresh Delight. 

From the Isle pluck Winter-thorn, 
Melilotus by the Lake; 

Sad that I was born too late. 

None my fragrant Herbs will take. 

Still I gather fragrant Blooms, 

To make up a Pendent gay, 

Soon these Flow’rs, now bright and fair, 
Withering will fade away. 
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Longing to forget my Grief, 

In the strange South I abide, 

Here I would abandon Care, 

And Resentment set aside. 

Fragrance is diffused afar, 

From thick Gloom shines Virtue through, 
Fame dispels Obscurity, 

If your Nature is but true. 

rd beg the Ivy plead my Case, 

But I cannot climb the Tree. 

Nor will I step into the Lake 
To beg the Lilies speak for me. 

I do not wish to climb too high. 

Nor can I bear to sink too low. 
Debasement I cannot endure. 

So in Doubt and Grief I go. 

Refrain 

Longing for an earlier Day, 

I shall never change my Way, 

Though to Calumny a Prey. 

But while still the Sun rides high, 

I shall seek a Southern Sky, 

Like the Saint of Days gone by. 
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RECALLING THE PAST 

In Days gone by when, trusted by the King, 

The Calendar he bid me to restore, 

I taught the People in the ancient Ways, 

And codified new Clauses of the Law. 

We lived at Peace, our Government was good. 
Our Land was wealthy, orderly and strong; 
Secrets of State were in my Keeping then, 

Nor were small Errors counted a great Wrong. 

Then open-handed, circumspect of Speech, 

My Fame the Envy of those FlattVers drew; 

They turned my Prince against me by their Wiles, 
And he accepted their Abuse as true. 

These Evil-doers wronged our noble King, 

Tricked him with Lies to satisfy their Spite. 

With no Investigation of the Charge, 

How lightly I was banished from his Sight! 

My King the evil Slanderers believed, 

And in exceeding Wrath against me turned. 

His loyal Subject I shall always be, 

Though exiled from his Sight, my Service spumed. 
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Confronting the dark Waters of the Stream, 

I long to drown myself to find Relief, 

Destroying at one Stroke both Life and Fame— 

My Lord’s Deception causes me such Grief. 

A loyal Minister and innocent, 

They slandered me, hating my virtuous Deeds; 

My Prince would not examine into it, 

The fragrant Flower hidden by the Weeds. 

I long to state my Case before my Lord, 

Gladly my Safety to the Winds I’d fling. 

But they obstruct a loyal Minister, 

Denying me all Access to the King. 

A Slave of Old became a Minister, 

An honest Kitchen-boy was raised to Fame, 

A virtuous Butcher too great Honour won, 

A Cowherd’s Songs won Office and Acclaim. 

Had they not met with Princes good and true, 
Who had Discernment worth to recognize, 

They would have stayed to all the World unknown,. 
Though talented, who would their Talents prize? 

The King of Wu gave Ear to Slanderers, 

Disaster overtook his Realm apace. 

A loyal Subject in the Mountains died, 

When the King knew, he swiftly sought the Place. 
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There on the Mountainside he built a Shrine, 

So to repay his Debt of Gratitude, 

For he had fed his SovVeign with his Flesh, 

And now he mourned for him whose Death he rued. 

Some loyal Subjects for their Lord would die, 
While wicked Councillors his Favour win. 

Our Sovereign will not recognize the Truth, 

And fails to see their Falsehood and their Sin. 

The Fragrant and the Filthy arc confused. 

Ah, is there none to differentiate? 

And fragrant Herbs have withered quite away, 

For they ignored the Frost until too late. 

Our King allows himself to be deceived, 

So Flatterers and Slanderers abound; 

These always have attacked good Ministers, 

Eager to dash their Orchids to the Ground. 

They envy those who true Distinction show. 

And, ugly, still pretend that they arc fair. 

But all the Artifice of Flatterers 
Cannot with honest Loveliness compare. 

My Innocence is easy to maintain. 

But Sentence fell, and no Appeal had L 
The great Injustice done is clear to All, 

Clear as the Stars that twinkle in the Sky. 
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Like those who rashly throw away their Reins, 
And madly on a racing Charger ride, 

Or Sailors on a Raft that shoots downstream. 
Who have no Oars with which to stem the Tide, 

Thus breaking old Traditions at your Whim, 
With reckless Rule, Destruction you defy. 

Before Disaster overtakes our Realm 
I rather choose in Exile here to die. 

Refrain 

I seek the Stream, and here these Verses leave 
That our King lacks Sagacity I grieve. 
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ODE TO THE ORANGE 

Here the Orange Tree is found. 
Shedding Beauty all around. 

Living in this Southern Grove 
From its Fate it will not move; 

For as its Roots lie fast and deep, 

So its Purpose it will keep. 

With green Leaves and Blossoms white, 
It brings Beauty and Delight. 

Yet Foliage and sharp Thorns abound 
To guard the Fruit so ripe and round. 
Golden Clusters, Clusters green 
Glimmer with a lovely Sheen, 

While all within is pure and clear 
Like Heart of a Philosopher. 

Grace and Splendour here are one, 
Beauty all and Blemish none. 

Your youthful and impetuous Heart 
Sets you from common Men apart. 

And well-contented I to see 
Your resolute Integrity. 

Deep-rooted thus you stand unshaken, 
Impartial, by no Fancies taken. 
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Steadfast you choose your Course alone, 
Following no Fashion but your own. 

Over your Heart you hold firm Sway, 

Nor suffer it to go astray; 

No selfish Wishes stain your Worth, 
Standing erect ’twixt Heaven and Earth. 
Then let not Age divide us Twain; 

Your Friend I ever would remain. 

Be noble still without Excess, 

And stern, but yet with Gentleness. 

Though young in Years and in Complexion, 
Yet be my Master in Perfection. 

Then Po Yi as your Standard take, 

His Virtues as your Model make. 
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THE ILL WIND 

An ill Wind tore the Orchid down, 
Resentfully I burn. 

A small Thing can such Havoc wreak; 
Whispers to Rumours turn. 

1 celebrate the ancient Sage, 

Because his Heart was pure. 

1 lowever many Lies arc spread, 

They cannot long endure. 

Cattle and Birds seek out their Kind, 

Rank Weeds no Fragrance boast. 

While Dragons would their Splendour hide^ 
Small Fish will wrangle most. 

Secluded, Orchids give their Scent, 

Sweet Plants grow far from Bane. 

An honest Mind that’s always fair, 

Supreme alway will reign. 

My Thoughts have wandered far astray. 
Like Clouds that drift along. 

My Mind is reeling and bemused, 

But 1 must make my Song. 
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With fragrant Herbs I ease my Heart, 
And long for the Elect. 

Alone I sigh, and Tears fall down, 

As deeply I reflect. 

All Night in Sadness fail my Tears, 
Sleep only comes at Dawn ; 

Throughout the Watches of the Night, 

So weary and forlorn. 

Awake, I wander restless by. 

Prepared to stand the Test; 

But I have sighed and mourned too long. 
And now I know no Rest. 

By Grief and Suffering beset, 

To Misery a Prey, 

The Light of Day I would avoid, 

And drift like Smoke away. 

What’s past can never come again, 

Yet still my Heart is sore, 

My Pendents cannot calm my Grief, 
Bemused, I quit this Shore. 

But now, with this departing Year, 

My Life will soon be done. 

The Clover dies on broken Stem, 

With all its Fragrance gone. 
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My Heart will not be comforted, 

My Wound cannot be healed. 

Rather than still endure such Grief, 

To Death I choose to yield. 

Now, like an Exile far from Home 
Or orphan Child, 1 stray. 

Though every Thought brings Suffering. 

I choose the Sage’s Way. 

♦ 

i climb the Rocks and gaze afar, 

The Road is lone and long. 

No Sight is seen, no Sound is heard, 

Yet gloomy Thoughts still throng. 

My Sorrow is too great to end, 

My Grief a tangled Skein, 

My Heart is locked, and lost the Key. 
Beset always by Pain. 

The Universe is limitless. 

Void Air contains no Form; 

Yet Silence now seems palpable. 

Things uncreated swarm. 

The Plain extends without an End, 

And boundless is the Air; 

As secret Grief gnaws at my Heart. 

My Spirit wanders there. 
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1 climb the rugged Precipice, 

And on the Rainbow ride. 

And so, across the azure Sky, 

Right up to Heaven I glide. 

I rinse my Mouth with rimy Frost, 

And sip Dew on the Moon. 

In Caverns of the Wind I rest, 

But wake to groan too soon. 

I lean upon the Western Hill, 

And scan the misty Shore. 

I hear the Waves that thunder past, 

I hear the Torrent roar. 

From North to South there is no Bound, 
No End from East to West. 

Since Lands stretch wide on every Side, 
ri(Av know which Way is best? 

Uncertain, I toss up and down, 

And fly from Left to Right. 

1 press ahead, then backward tread. 
Nature dix**ects my Flight. 

i sigh before the sultry South, 

And scan the Eastern Haze. 

The Western Lake rings in my Ears, 
On snowy North I gaze. 
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f wander in the Sunlight bright, 

And crack my Whip of Gold. 

1 seek the Hermit’s Mountain high. 
Where starved a Saint of Old. 

My Resolution is unchanged. 

My Heart no Anguish wrings. 

I want to leap into the Waves, 

To join the ancient Kings. 

Refrain 

I lament Men’s former Greed, 
Selfishness no Good can breed- 
F'loat I to the Ocean cold, 
Following the Sage of Old. 
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*'The Soothsayer** is a narrative poem. Since 
ancient times it has been attributed to Chu Yuan, 
but it is more probably the work of some Chu 
poet who was well acquainted with Chu Yuans 
life and thought. Inasmuch as this poem shows 
Chu Yuan to be a rationalist who believed 
neither in gods nor divination, it is consistent 
with **The Lament** and **The Riddles** Even if 
this poem was written by another, it still forms 
valuable material for the study of Chu Yuan. 

For three long Years endured the Knight’s Disgrace, 
He had no Means to see his Sovereign’s Face. 

He served his Prince with Skill and Loyalty, 

Till Slanderers conspired to bar his Way. 

With Thoughts distracted like a tangled Skein, 

He knew not where to turn, and Hope seemed vain. 

To the Diviner then repaired the Knight, 

And begged for his Advice in such a Plight. 

His Herbs set ready, cleaned his Tortoise Shell, 

The wise Man said; “What would you have me tell?” 
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“Shall I work hard and honcstly?“ he said. 

“Or spend my Time in social Calls instead? 

Shall I still drive the Plough and wield the Hoe, 

Or to the Great to curry Favour go? 

Shall I the Truth, in spite of Danger, speak, 

Or cravenly a Life of Pleasure seek? 

Remain aloof and prize Integrity, 

Or please the Foolish with my Flattery? 

Pure and without Reproach shall I remain, 

Or mix with those who my Renown may stain? 
Hold high my Head like a good racing Steed, 

Or chicken-hearted to Temptation cede? 

Stay with the Thoroughbreds, though they are few 
Or let the common Herd my Will subdue? 

Soar with the Skylark to the azure Sky, 

Or else with Barnyard Fowls for Insects vie? 

Then tell me, Soothsayer, speak now and say: 
Which Course is better? Point me out a Way I 
In this vile World we live beneath a Blight. 

Fluff is thought heavy, metal Weights thought light 
Bronze Instruments of Old are cast away, 

On earthen Vessels now their Tunes they play. 

Now Slanderers are loved, good Men despised, 
Alas! By whom is my true Merit prized?** 

The Soothsayer then his magic Herbs set down. 
And his Request evaded with a Frown. 

“Some simple Problem the most Skilled defies, 
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Some Knowledge is kept hidden from the Wise. 
To point your Way I cannot undertake. 

Nor conjure up the Spirits for your Sake. 

But you must act according to your Heart. 

No Aid can come from my divining Art.'’ 
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Like '*The Soothsayer'"‘The Fisherman ^ may 
not have been written by Chu Yuan. Judging by 
the language it too was probably written by a 
native of Chu not later than the beginning of the 
Han dynasty. This poem, again, provides valw 
able material for our study of the poet. 

Chu Yuan, banished, wandered by the 
Tsanglang River. As he walked he recited 
poems. Haggard he looked and thin. 

An old fisherman saw him, and asked: 
“Are you not the knight Chu Yuan? What 
brought you to such a pass?“ 

“The crowd is dirty,” said Chu Yuan, ‘T 
alone am clean. The crowd is drunk, I alone 
am sober. So I was banished.” 

“A wise man shouldn’t be too particular,” 
said the fisherman, “but should adapt himself 
to the times. If people are dirty, why don’t you 
wallow with them in the mud? If people are 
drunk, why don’t you drink a lot too? Why 
should you think so hard and hold so aloof that 
you were banished?” 
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Chu Yuan said: “They say, after you wash 
your hair you should brush your hat; after a 
bath you should shake your dress. How can a 
man sully his clean body with the dirt outside? 
I vv^ould rather Jump into the river, and bury 
myself in the belly of the fish, than suffer my 
cleanliness to be sullied by the filth of the 
world 1“ 

The old man smiled and paddled away, 
singing; 

“When the River Water’s clear, 

I can wash my Tassels here. 

Muddied, for such Use unmeet, 

Here I still can wash my Feet.” 

Then the old man went away, and spoke 
no more with him. 
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The ancient Chinese were rich in poetic imagina¬ 
tion^ When a man fell ill his relatives and 
friends would, at midnight, in mournful and 
loving tones call upon his spirit to return* 

'^Requiem'' is magnificent poetry developed 
from simple folk tunes of this type* Its main 
content is a detailed description of the charms 
of the poet's motherland, compared with which 
all other places appear uninhabitable* Through 
his patriotism, rich imagery and colourful 
languagey the poet makes clear what he hated 
and what he loved* 

There have been different theories regard¬ 
ing the subject and authorship of this poem* 
However, according to Ssurna Chien, the great 
Chinese historian of the second century B*C*, 
''Requiem'' is the work of Chu Yuan* According 
to some, it was the king of Chu whose soul Chu 
Yuan was recalling; others maintain Chu Yuan 
was addressing himself, while yet others believe 
the poem was composed by Sung Yu to call 
back Chu Yuans spirit* The style and the 
descriptions of royal pleasures, however, lead 
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us to believe ^'Requiem' was written by Chu 
Yuan to invoke King Huais spirit; for King 
Huai, after banishing Chu Yuan, had been 
deceived by the kingdom of Chin and kept 
there, and he died in captivity in the land of 
Chin. 

By Nature pure, in Innocence intrenched, 

I strove for Truth, my Spirit e’er unquenched; 

The Prince I served until his virtuous Deeds 
Were lost forever ’mid the vulgar Weeds. 

Since virtuous Deeds the Gods would not discern. 
With bitter Grief his fiery Soul did burn. 

Th’ancestral Voice then to the Wizard spake: 
“Now guide this Mortal for his Virtue’s Sake. 

His wandering Soul thou canst divine and guide 
Back to his Frame.” The Wizard thus replied: 
“In Dreams, great Lord, alone lies all my Skill. 
Twere hard indeed to execute thy Will. 

Though I restore his Soul his Frame may fail, 

And all my Pow’r no longer would avail.” 

Thus he began to call; ”0 Soul return. , 

Why roamest thou, thy earthly Frame dost spurn? 
Why Joys forsake to meet such Perils fell? 

0 Soul return; in East thou canst not dwell. 

There Titans live, a thousand Cubits tall, 
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Who e’er upon the wandering Spirit fall. 

There ten successive Suns thou mayst behold, 

Their Heat devouring Stone, with Bronze and Gold. 
The Dwellers there are 'gainst these Forces armed. 
But never could thy Soul escape unharmed. 

Return, return. Danger attends Delay. 

“Return, 0 Soul, in South thou canst not stay. 
There live the Blackteeth and the Gaudybrows 
Who murder Strangers to fulfil their Vows; 

Men’s Flesh they sacrifice, their Bones they grind; 
There Cobras move like Grass beneath the Wind. 
There Foxes huge a thousand Miles hold Sway, 

And Serpents with nine Heads that dart and play; 
Men they devour to fortify their Pow’r. 

Return, return; thou must not stay an Hour. 

“0 Soul return, for perilous the West 
Where Quicksands move a thousand Miles sans Rest> 
If thou within the thundering Pool were tossed, 

Thy Soul would scatter, be forever lost. 

Shouldst thou succeed to fly from such dread Ends, 
Still stretching far the Wilderness extends; 

Red Ants as huge as Elephants are there, 

And great black Wasps that might with Gourds 
compare. 

There grow no Crops, nor e’en the scantiest Weeds, 
The People feed on dry and thorny Reeds. 
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The barren Earth makes all to wilt away, 

And Water there is none along that Way; 

Return, return, lest thou experience Woe. 

“Return, 0 Soul, to North thou canst not go. 

There Icebergs tower as great Mountains high; 

A thousand Miles the sharp Snows stinging fly. 

So boundless is this vast and wasted Land, 

Stretched far and wide, forever without End. 

Return, return, nor tarry longer there. 

“Return, 0 Soul, nor try the Heavenly Sphere, 
Where Tigers guard the Nine Celestial Gates, 

To slay each Mortal rash who penetrates. 

A Giant with nine Heads inhabits there, 

Who with bare Hands nine thousand Woods can tear. 
There are the Wolves which roam with hostile Eyes, 
And wandering howl, uttVing unholy Cries. 

As Sport some Mortals hanging high they keep, 

Or throw them over Precipices deep. 

Until the High King issues his Decree, 

The Soul knows nothing of Security. 

Return, return, lest Perils overwhelm. 

“Return, 0 Soul, nor seek the Nether Realm. 

The Keeper of the Hell has nine Tails long, 

And on his Head the Horns are sharp and strong, 
With Shoulders huge and Hands with Blood defiled. 
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Who would pursue Men like a Charger wild; 
Beneath a Tiger’s Brow his three Eyes flame, 

And mighty as a Bull’s his monstrous Frame. 

He feeds on human Flesh, and deems it sweet. 
Return, return, whence lurking Perils greet. 

“Return, 0 Soul, back to thy City Gates; 

The Wizard back retreats, and thee awaits. 

There are the wicker Basket and the Strings, 

And woven Pennon that the Spirit brings; 

The magic Instruments stand ready a!!; 

Long wail the Voices, and thy Spirit call. 

“Return, 0 Soul, back to thy Land of Birth, 

For Death abounds in Heaven and on Earth: 

But in thy Chamber where thy Image lies, 

All is serene and harbours no Surprise. 

There great Halls and their lofty Domes are found. 
The rising Porch with Balusters around; 

With Tow’rs and Terraces beside the Hill, 

The Doors with crimson Squares designed with Skill; 
Thus warm in Winter and in Summer cool, 

With many a Streamlet, many a winding Pool; 

There Melilotus neath the Spring Breeze bright. 

And lofty Orchid making Curtseys light. 

The Hall we cross to reach the Chamber Door, 

Where scarlet gleam the Lintel and the Floor; 

The Walls well glazed, adorned with Feathers green, 
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Surround the Couch whereon Jade Clasps are seen. 
Kingfishers’ Plumage woven with Pearls fine 
Their Pirightness and their varied Hues combine^ 
And Flag Leaves soft against the Walls are laid, 

Silk Canopies spread over them displayed; 

There Girdles red, and silken Garments fair, 
Adorned with Jasper bright and Jewels rare. 

“Within that Hall both rich and strange the Sight, 
Where Orchids burn upon the Candles bright; 

And at thy Pleasure Damsels fair are led, 

With girlish Limbs in turn to share thy Bed; 

Of noble Birth and peerless Beauty all 
With Headdress rich and varied throng thy Hall; 
Gentle and fair, and unsurpassed their Charms, 
Though frail yet chaste, and pliant in thy Arms. 

With Countenance demure and full of Grace, 

They throng within to wait for thy Embrace; 

Their mothlike Eyebrows and their slender Eyes, 
With softest Skin and languorous Looks entice. 

E’er in the Terrace or behind the Screen, 

Within thy Sight a Damsel fair is seen. 

“Kingfishers’ Plumage green on Canopy 
Adorns that lofty Hall with Pillars high; 

On scarlet Walls are crimson Panels laid, 

The Rafters finely wrought with brilliant Jade; 

On high the Ceiling with its well-carved Beams, 
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Painted with Dragons bright and Serpents’ gleams. 
Thus, seated in the Hall or Terrace cool, 

Thy Vision rests upon the winding Pool, 

Where Lotus Flower with Caltrops Blossom weaves, 
And where Althea waves its purple Leaves. 

Warders in Leopard Skin and Garb of Stale, 

Ranged by the Steps their Lord’s Approach await; 
And when thy Carriage rests upon the Ground, 

The Guards on Foot and on their Steeds come round. 
About the Door tall Orchids make a Bower, 

And on the Fence blooms the Hibiscus Flower. 

“Return, 0 Soul, no more in Exile pine; 

Thy dear ones now pay Homage at thy Shrine. 

The Feast is laid with Dishes rich and sweet. 

Millet and steaming Rice, and early Wheat; 

With Salt and Vinegar, and Flavours keen, 

Ginger and honeyed Pepper too are seen. 

Rich juicy Steaks are to the Banquet brought, 

With bitter flavoured Soup together sought; 

Then roasted Lamb and Turtle Soup succeed, 

And Cane Juice to refresh thee at thy Need; 

Swans cooked in Vinegar, wild Ducks a Host, 

With succulent black Cranes and wild Geese roast; 
With Chickens cooked entire and Tortoise rare, 
Delicious to thy Taste, a wonderous Fare. 

With Cakes and Honey, sweetened Malt to sup, 

And pure Meads mixed within the winged Cup; 
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The Dregs of Wine well crushed and drunk with Ice, 
Cool and delicious to a Palate nice. 

To Horae return, thy Relatives among, 

Who do thee Reverence and nurse no Wrong. 

“Before the Feast is served the Damsels come; 

They make new Songs, and play the Urn and Drum; 
The Lotus and the Caltrops Songs they sing; 

O’ercome by Wine they blush and to thee cling. 

With shyly amorous Looks and languid wise 
Their hidden Love now darts forth from their Eyes; 

In Silk Embroideries a graceful Sight, 

Their slender Beauty gives thy Heart Delight; 

Well matched their Headdress rich and finely made, 
With strange Designs and Jewels bright inlaid. 

The Damsels young with girlish Limbs then dance 
In wanton Measures which their Grace enhance; 

They move in Pairs, and each her Skirt lifts high; 

So iowards the Feasters dance they ever nigh. 

“The Sound of Flutes and Lyres makes wild Uproar, 
The thundering Drums with Echoes urging War; 

The Palace trembles, shakes the Dome in Fear, 

The Warrior’s Hymn doth make a solemn Cheer; 

With rustic Songs from Countries by the Sea, 

The noble ancient Ode concludes the Glee. 

Among the Damsels sit the Guests all down; 

Abandons each his Belt and tasselcd Crown; 
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In wanton Wise the Damsels make Display; 

The Girl disguised as Warrior wins the Day. 

Then DraughLs they play, and Chess with Ivory 
wrought, 

Divided all in Pairs the Games are fought; 

The Die is cast, they call the Gods for Aid; 

They revel long until the Day doth fade. 

Some strike the Urn and Knock the Wood Frame o'ei\ 
Some play the slanting Lyre and sing once more; 

Still Wine they urge, forgetting Night or Day; 

Within the bright Lamp burns the Orchid grey. 

With Skill and Aptness, as with Fragrance sweet, 

They chant the Songs for such Occasion meet; 

They drink to crown their Joy and praise the Past. 
Return, 0 Soul, homeward return at last.” 

Epilogue 

And once in early Spring, in Days gone by, 

I rode to hunt beneath a Southern Sky. 

Angelicas and Dogwoods sprouted green, 

My Way stretched far across the Stream was seen. 
Then leftward o’er the Lakes and Woods I glanced; 
Proudly my four black Chargers stamped and pranced. 
With thousand Chariots thundering around, 

They burnt the Woods and passed the Torches round; 
The Sky grew red, the Slaves pursued my Steed; 

So on I rode and let the Slaves succeed. 

I curbed my Steed and turned him toward the Right 
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To join the King. My Sovereign came in Sight. 

I urged the Slaves; my Sovereign drove ahead; 
The fierce Rhinoc’ros at one Shaft fell dead. 

The fiery Orb arose, the Night Star waned, 
The Years went past, no Hour could be detained. 
Now hidden is the Path where Orchids teem; 

Still stands the Maple by the limpid Stream. 

A thousand Miles away my Heart doth yearn, 
Beyond the Wailing Stream, O Soul return! 
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